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their attention the quickest, I fell into the habit of saying, first thing: " Where's mamma ? Is she here ? Show me, where." And having once won attention, it had gone hard with me indeed had I failed to make friends with the youngster.
One Monday evening as I came to my place, I saw the new baby standing all forlorn, with apparently no one at all to look after her, not even one of the larger children. She was evidently on the very verge of frightened tears, and from old habit I stooped down and said to her, " Where's mamma, dear ?"
She lifted two startled blue eyes to my face and her lips began to tremble. I went on, "Is mamma here?" The whole little face drew up in a distressed pucker, and with gasps she whispered, " She's in er box."
I raised my head and glanced across the stage. An old gentleman sat in the box opposite, and I knew a merry young party had the one on our own side, so I answered :      collar of my cape.    Touching the soft yield-
